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nu flesh 


Author's Notes: 

This chapter is set in 198b, meaning that everyone in this chapter is at least I8 (fun fact: this is the age of 
consent in California, where this story is set; the more you know obvious legal trivial), so don't worry about 
having to meet Bubba in prison, my dudes. 


Every time Dave thought that his life couldn't get any more complicated, there was always some unwarranted 
complication lurking just around the corner, waiting to strike at the wrong time. What used to be harrowing 
grief soon turned into nervous addiction, with everything else crumbling around him the deeper the rabbit hole 


got. His father had become more distant and his friends were annoyed by his nihilism, all except one. 


Dave never understood why Stephen was still such a loyal friend, why with him being a perfectly normal guy 
that he had only met a few years ago. How come he wasn't frustrated with his sulking like everyone else? As 
a matter of fact, he was a little jealous of Stephen, no one could possibly be that happy all the time. There 
had to be something that his best friend was hiding from him. Everyone has a dark side; some of those secret 
halves being more dangerous than others. He knew this from experience, after all. There was only one way to 


stay safe in this world. 


Trust no one. It may not be the soundest way to live, but he believed that it was better to be safe than sane. 


Even with that philosophy, there he was, walking with his best friend to Rebecca's house on yet another Friday 
night. Dave loved her, but he felt guilty that he couldn't spend enough time with her as he should have, 
instead of giving that privilege to the monkey on his back. He figured that a cheerful and attentive guy like 
Stephen was a better fit for her, so he paired him up with her after the break-up. As he expected, both of 


them couldn't have been any happier with anyone else. 


Eric had always been an aficionado of the sound of silence, but he had never realized just how golden it was 
until he found himself stuck with two misfits giggling every 20 seconds with his younger sister. His hormonal 
younger sister, that fact worrying him slightly, it wasn't him not wanting her to explore her sexuality with 
others more so than him being worried that she could be taken advantage of if she wasn't careful enough. He 
and Rebecca's parents weren't always physically (let alone mentally) there to provide them with everything 
that they needed, so it was up to him to be a responsible older brother and watch over her as often as he 


could. 
Cooped up in his bedroom, trying to drown himself in Nietzsche's writings despite the obnoxious laughter 


echoing throughout the house, he decided that maybe a cold shower would calm his nerves and clear his mind. 


A few minutes later, the trio decided to move the action from the living room to Rebecca's room. 


As Stephen wrapped his arms around his girlfriend, their tongues caressing each other at a languid pace, Dave 
kissed her neck and gently groped her breast. The three friends' breathing became faster and shallower with 
each lick on warm skin. Suddenly, Rebecca backed away from them when she felt her ex's length press against 


the small of her back. "Wait," she panted, "do any of you have rubbers?" 


Both boys glanced at each other worriedly for a moment. "No," Stephen whispered meekly as Dave shook his 
head. 


The girl sighed, replying: "Well, Dave, you know what to do." 
"Why me?" 
"Because you're not the one who's dating me right now, so hurry up and grab them before you both go soft” 


And so, he sprinted over to her parents' bedroom on his quest for condoms before he found himself crashing 


to the floor with a bath towel that followed suit. 


Eric found himself being straddled by his sister's ex-boyfriend, dripping with sweat and staring into his eyes. 


For a moment, there was nothing but the both of them; nothing else but their breathing and their heartbeats 
as they locked eyes. There was a powerful connection between them, a deep connection that they never would 
have expected to share with each other. They knew that it was something more than lust, something bigger 

than themselves, but they didn't know why this was the case when they never had a relationship beyond being 


old classmates. 
"Come on, man! Get your ass back here, pronto!" 
M p 


Stephen's hollering jolted Dave out of his trance and spurred him on to continue his mission, briefly apologizing 


to Eric before his naked body broke off from his. 


It was too much for the older boy to handle as he rudely brushed past him on his way to his room. As Eric 
tried to dismiss his emotions as sexual frustration, he lied down on the bed, slid his hand down his chest and 


let nature run its course. 


Dave and Eric both came harder than usual that night. 


being sucked in 


Author's Notes: 
This chapter, like the previous one, takes place in 198b. Not much more | can say than that. 


‘lm so sick of this shit! How can | get the word out there when we can't stop firing everyone?" 


The voice was a whiny one, yet its owner wasn't a spineless worm more so than a spoiled brat. It belonged to 
a young man who believed that he didn't have it easy in life and made it his goal to rectify that. Ever since his 
mother decided to leave him behind on Earth for reasons he would never understand, Peretz Bernstein had 
made it his goal to not only become an artist like her, but also to experience that creative high that she was 
seeking to achieve. With curiosity as his fuel and music as his vehicle, he was determined to push the limits of 
everything that ever was, all while trying to understand the meaning of his existence. As a matter of fact, he 


was so driven to break the periphery of society that he changed his name to Perry Farrell. 

All of this is why he has found himself from living in a lovely home in Miami with his favourite records and 
his father's handcrafted jewellery in glass cases to living in a shitty apartment with empty bottles on the 
television and used syringes in the sink, but he was living in Los Angeles; at the end of the day, that's all that 
mattered to him. 

"Maybe it's because you're too much of a perfectionist” Eric fiddled with the pockets of his leather jacket. 
‘lm not a perfectionist," Perry retorted, "it's everyone else who's too stupid to take this band seriously!" He 
sprawled himself out on the floor and groaned in frustration. Eric was slightly amused by this, but got 


impatient after staring at the wiry fellow rolling around the piss-stained carpet for three minutes straight. 


The younger man, playing with his lighter, calmly asked: "So, why did you want me to come here again? You 
could have just bitched about the band over the phone, you know." 


"Cause | don't want to spend the night alone." 
"I'm leaving." 
"Come on.. lim bored.. I'm lonely.. Pretty please?" 


"Why don't you give me a good reason why | should stay even longer in the sorry squalor that's your 
apartment?" 


The bassist was immediately convinced to hang out with Perry some more when he got a bag of smack to the 


face. 


Eric regretted shooting up with the freak once again as he weakly opened the door to his house and crashed 
on the couch. It felt good, that warm yet temporary escape from his harsh reality. It's just a shame that 
coming down from the drug always hit him like a sucker punch. He also knew how that felt, given that he 
wasn't the most beloved student at school, even among other outcasts. He faintly heard a door closing and 


quiet footsteps coming his way as he drifted into sleep. 


"God dammit," his sister thought out loud, "why do you keep doing this to yourself?" She tried her best to 
carry him to his bed, which wasn't too easy given his sweaty skin, but she finally pulled it off. Given Eric's 
sorry state, Rebecca assumed that the band still wasn't going anywhere. She walked towards her room, 
ashamed of her family: her father was a struggling actor, her mother kept bouncing from one measly job to 
another and her brother was a nihilistic high school dropout. At least she had Stephen, whose usual warm 
smile took on a sad undertone upon seeing her perplexed face. Lying down next to him, her boyfriend began to 


play with her blonde locks. He gently inquired: "What's wrong, Becky?" 
"Everything. You know, the usual." 
Awkward silence. 


"You know, I've been thinking about something lately. You said that Eric's band can't find a permanent drummer, 


right?" 
"Yeah," Rebecca sighed, "but they need a guitarist, too." 
"Perfect, so Dave and | can go ahead and fill in the gaps, right?" 


She blushed, feeling embarrassed that she hadn't thought of that sooner. The curly haired boy pecked her 
cheek and giggled as he held her tighter. "Don't beat yourself up. | bet you had more important things on your 
mind, anyway." Stephen would never understand just how much his stroke of genius meant to her; if it meant 
making her older brother happy, then maybe she'd be happier and things might finally start looking up for the 
Avery family, even if it would only be for a short while. Before falling asleep in his arms, she suddenly 
wondered if Dave was going to be okay with all of this. 


Frankly, Rebecca feared that he wouldn't be fully ready to be in a band with his ex-girlfriend's older brother. 
It was one thing for the latter to be in a band with Stephen, but things were certainly going to be even more 


uncomfortable with Dave around. 


sleepyhead 


Author's Notes: 
[186 was a good year. The Beastie Boys released Licensed to Ill, Stand By Me came to theaters and Ghosts ‘n 
Goblins was released for the NES. This chapter is also set in 1986, but whether it's good or not is subjective, 


unlike the things mentioned in the first phrase, those are all undeniably awesome. 


The sun was starting to rise, but even at the highest point that it was going to reach in a couple of hours, its 
energy couldn't possibly match Stephen's own on this day. He had leaped out of Rebecca's bedroom window at 
5:08 (at 5:06, he was greeted by a mumbled "Steve.What the hell are you doing..Stop.." as he got dressed; by 
the time he left, he had missed out on a light-hearted "fucking idiot") and had started to sprint across two 
blocks to the Navarro household. He mentally patted himself on the back for briefly being a member of his 
high school's track team (he quit after a few weeks so he could join Dave in the school's marching band) as he 


made it to Dave's place without even breaking a sweat. 

Using paint cans scattered behind the house, he made himself some makeshift steps to reach his friend's 
window with. He tried his best to stay balanced as he repeatedly tapped on the glass, much like he used to do 
with the aquariums in the pet store that his parents often took him to as a kid. Dave had no choice but to 
wake up; however, there was a choice to make concerning how to greet his best friend. He settled on flipping 
him off. 

Opening the window, he groaned: "What?" 

"Come with me! I've got great news!" 

Dave continued to stare at him, annoyed. 

"Aren't you getting dressed up?" 


"| just woke up! Jesus, Perk, give me a few minutes." 


"Yeah, yeah, but hurry up," the young drummer chirped. "You can eat breakfast and shower at her place later. 
Bring your guitar, too!" 


"Wait, her place? You mean Rebecca's place? Why the hell are you making me--" 
"Why the hell aren't you wearing underwear? You'll bruise your dick sleeping like that!" 


"Stop yelling so much! You'll wake my dad up." 


Dave hurriedly wore a pair of boxers, some unwashed socks, a pair of ripped jeans and a worn out Slayer tee. 
As he put on some filthy sneakers that were lying around in his closet and slung his guitar case around his 
arm, he heard a yelp and a crash. He had to leave right away, he thought, as he jumped out the window and 
landed on Stephen, who was just in the middle of getting up from a pile of paint cans. The duo made a run for 
it, with Dave trying his best to catch up to a laughing Stephen, there was no way that his father couldn't 


possibly be awake after making so much noise. 


Eric groggily stared at his little sister making breakfast at 5:30 in the morning. All she had told him was to 
clean himself up for some visitors who were coming in a bit. Normally, he'd feel bad for not knowing how to 
cook since having to prepare food every day was another burden for her to bear in terms of household 
chores, but he was too tired to care in this case. The sky was purple, with tinges of orange giving the clouds a 
heavenly hue. That sight soothed him for a while; he wondered how better it would look atop Big Sur. He'd 
wanted to go there ever since he had read Jack Kerouac's homage to the area, but he never found the 


motivation to actually make the trip. 


The bassist could have started planning his visit right then and there, but that god damn doorbell wouldn't let 


him focus. Whoever was jamming their finger on the buzzer really didn't need to at this hour. 
"Get the door," Rebecca calmly said as she flipped some pancakes. "I'm busy." 


Eric barely had time to completely open the door when Stephen, guitar case in tow, rushed to the kitchen 
"Honey, I'm home!" "Dammit, Stevie, you almost made me drop this frying pan!" The couple continued to chat 
excitedly as Eric continued to stare into space, trying to register what had just happened. Stephen was 
apparently one of those so-called "visitors" that he and his sister were going to receive on an early morning 
for some odd reason He also had a guitar with him, which he never remembered him ever owning one. He 


stopped questioning the situation, since it not only fatigued him more, but also began to give him a headache. 
As he moved his hand towards the doorknob, a tanned hand suddenly grabbed his wrist. His heart almost 
stopped when he saw Dave staring at him through dark bangs. He looked annoyed, but his cheeks were bright 
pink as his soft fingers loosened their grip on Eric. He found himself lost in those gorgeous blue eyes again, but 
as if he had just remembered why he came to this house in the first place, he abruptly made a beeline for 
the kitchen and nearly tackled his friend to the floor. 

"Geez, Dave! Relax!" 

"You expect me to relax after you just woke me up at 5:00 in the morning?" 


Eric chuckled to himself as he closed the door; at least he wasn't alone on that boat anymore. 


"Look, it's worth it, | swear!" 


"Steve. Guitar. Now." 


“Alright, take it! Dude, you take things way too seriously sometimes... l'm surprised the damn thing isn't busted 
after you rushed me to the floor like that.” 


"Whatever." 

Rebecca, who didn't even flinch because she was used to this kind of chaos with the boys, had just finished 
placing the pancakes on the table. She declared: "Since we're not getting anywhere any time soon, might as well 
tell you that we're headed to see that guy who's in Eric's band" 

"Wait, we're meeting up with Perry? But he's probably still sleeping,” argued Eric. "I didn't even get to call--" 
"Dave and Steve offered to audition for the band, so we're headed there after breakfast." 

Dave retorted: "| never said anything about-- What the fuck? Steve, what did you..?" 


"The band needs us, man! We're bored and they're desperate!" 


"Stop yelling," mumbled the older boy, his plea for inner peace completely ignored. "You're worsening my 


headache..." 

"| didn't even get to shower yet!" 

"Don't worry, Dave, he's a junkie. He's probably used to horrible stenches like yours. Now, hurry up and eat 
before there's too much traffic on the highway. Also, you're driving, Eric, so don't forget to grab the keys 
when you get your bass." 

Dave and Eric groaned in unison as the couple carried their plates to the couch. Soon enough, the lovebirds 
were feeding each other while watching a taped episode of Saturday Night Live; the other two were sitting at 
the kitchen table, drowsily poking at their food with forks. 

"What a bitch," yawned Eric. 

"Dude, she's your sister!" 

"That's right, so l'm the only one who can say that without being beaten to death. Besides, | still love her just 
the way she is. Stephen wouldn't hurt a fly, anyway, so who's going to beat me up? Myself?" The bassist 
smirked before sipping his glass of orange juice and sighing. 


"This is gonna be one hell of a day," said Dave. 


"Tell me about it," replied Eric as he sloppily attempted to make a toast with his fellow wallflower. Their orange 


juice glasses both fell on hard linoleum almost instantly after he spoke, leaving on the floor an orange pool with 
glass shards as its swimmers. They both laughed, taking in each other's rare smiles. It was going to be a long 
day, but it might not necessarily be a bad thing if it meant that they were going to spend more time with 


each other. 


get at ‘em 


Author's Notes: 

We'll leave 1986 behind soon. You're a trooper, son. Keep your eye on the ball. | know | can't always be there for 
you, but I'm always going to be your father. Whenever you feel lost, remember me in the bleachers during 
your first statewide game and say to yourself that-- 


Do you like Simon and Garfunkel? | like them. There's a song from them in this chapter called Bridge Over 
Troubled Water. You've probably heard it before. 


A couple of minutes into the trip, whatever frustration that Eric once had was gone when he got to have a 
closer look at how beautiful a Sunday morning can look. Being in a car in the early hours reminded him of when 
he was a young boy. While his mother would stay home with his sister, Eric would accompany his father to 
his trips for auditions and the like. Since he'd often have his nose in a book if he wasn't looking out the window, 
the two never got to hold a proper conversation besides him responding to his dad with "okay", "yes" or "no"; 
especially the latter. During a day like this, his family would usually be heading to church, but he couldn't help 
but think of his father more than the day's significance. 


There was so much that the older man wished he could have said to his emotionally distant son, especially "l 
love you", but the boy would never know because he never gave his father a chance. Eric hated his father's 
lifestyle and hated the fact that he barely brought any money to their household. He even started to hate the 


man himself. 


Eric suddenly felt his headache come back as he unexpectedly swerved a little, quickly coming back to his lane 
after hearing a honk and some yelled profanities. 


"Fuck!" Dave exclaimed. He was sitting next to the bassist while his friends were being irritatingly cute behind 
him. 


Rebecca, clutching her boyfriend, chimed in: "It took you a while to snap out of iH Jesus! 

"Get a hold of yourself.. | really don't remember you being such a bitch before. 

"What the hell did you just-~" 

"Hey, Eric?" Stephen tried to derail the terrorist-hijacked train that was the siblings’ heated conversation 


"What?" 


"Can you tell me a little more about the band?" 


Eric inhaled deeply, not only to clear his mind but also because he was annoyed at how Stephen was willing to 
join this band that he knew nothing about. The guy was lucky that Eric loved to explain things or else he would 
have probably been tossed out of the car and promptly ran over. 

"Do you even know what we're called?" 

"No." 

"Christ. Look, all you need to know is that we're called Jane's Addiction and that we're pretty mediocre." 

"Well, you won't be mediocre when Dave and | join your band. Right, Dave?" 

Dave was softly snoring. Somehow, he was able to go back to sleep after their near accident. 

After a few seconds of waiting for a reply, Stephen went back to making out with Rebecca. Eric was tempted 
to say that there was nothing like a good tongue kiss to pacify her, but held himself back, instead opting to 
look at the young guitarist by his side as he pulled into the parking lot. Dave looked peaceful, even beautiful as 
the sun gently shone on his slumbering face. It was during that moment when the song that had been playing 


on the radio had come to an end, some of its lyrics resonating in his head. 


Your time has come to shine 


All your dreams are on their way 

More than anything else, Eric wanted to kiss his full lips, barely parted and tantalizing, but still couldn't 
understand why he felt that way about somebody - a man, no less - that he didn't know that well. Again, he 
dismissed those feelings as sexual frustration. Dave looked like a girl and he hadn't been intimate with a girl 
while sober for a long time, so sexual frustration it was. It was only logical, he thought. 

He was about to gently nudge the boy awake when Stephen suddenly chirped: "You alright, Eric?" 

Dave's eyes snapped open as he muttered some potentially unsavoury remarks about his friend. 

"Mmm..? What, is it time to meet that guy already?" 


"You bet! Let's show him what we can do." 


"Fuck yeah." 


The gang, now made up of only boys, since Rebecca had just remembered that she had a job interview in 


about an hour upon stepping out of the car (complete with her brother calling her out on her irresponsibility 


and her promptly kicking him in the thigh), stepped out of the elevator and walked towards the door of Perry's 


apartment. They were ready to kick some musical ass. 

Eric, a little nervous, knocked on the door a little harder than he should have, causing an irritated groan to 
resound on the other side. The person who opened the door wasn't Perry, but a young pale woman who 
couldn't have been a day over 20. Long purple braids dangled around her head as her pixie-like features lit up, 
despite her fatigue. 

"Eric, it's youl What are you doing here so early? And who are your friends?" 

The older man's face flushed a light pink. 


Stephen innocently asked: "So you're Jane, right?" 


The girl tried to hide her sadness by continuing to smile. It wasn't obvious to the teenage boys, but that 


expression was one that Eric was used to seeing on her face, especially when Perry would misbehave. 
"Umm... No.. im sorry, she's..well." 

A lanky arm draped over her shoulder. 

"Dead. And this is my girlfriend, Casey." 

"Oh... Well, it's nice to meet you, Casey. Anyway, I'm Stephen and this shy guy here is my friend Dave." 
The guitarist waved to her before looking away. 

"And you are..2" 

"Perry. Look, Eric, what the fuck do you want?" 

The bassist answered curtly: "I found our new band members." 

"Oh yeah? How good are they?" 

"You'll see for yourself" 


"Fine. Wait for me by the warehouse. I'll be there in about a half hour. Those kids had better be good. Real 


good.. Come on, Case, let's sip some tea together." 


As Perry closed the door, Eric was also hoping that Dave and Stephen wouldn't let him down, since he had no 


idea what they sounded like. 


